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COFFEE versus TEA. 
TO THE TATLER. 

Dear Tatter,—I have waited long, anxiously hoping that a 
champion would arise (or to speak more properly, sit down), and 
take pen in hand for the defence of Coffee; but have only seen one 
who puffed* disgrace on the cause. 1 therefore, albeit inert, and of 
small skill, do adventure myself on paper: be the ladies umpires, 
and beauty defend the right. And do thou, O fruit of Arabia the 
Happy,—Coffee, in whose steaming fragrance are concentrated all 
the perfumes of that favoured land, do thou inspire me with some 
portion of thy subtle essence, volatile as wit, so that the words that 
flow from my grey goose quill, may be in some slight measure wor- 
thy of the glorious theme. And has there been one so lost to all 
regard for morals and truth, as to despise thee, O Coffee? thee 
that, when the veins throb through the aching head, dost dispel 
the heavy agony as it were with enchanter’s wand, and callest up 
instead, visions of happiness, and feelings of goodwill towards all 
mankind! Reader remove three steps from him who hath no affec- 
tion for coffee. Mark the man that loveth tea overmuch, he is a 
slanderer. Eschew the fair one that ‘imbibeth’ tea, cup after cup, 
and ever calls for more. Tea raketh up the stomach, and gnaws at 





the entrails ; there is a devil in it, worse than the imp that lurketh 
in wine; a spiteful gnome that exciteth the evil passions of envy, 
malice, hatred, and all uncharitableness. Alas! how often have 1 
seen a bevy of fair young maidens, beautiful as light, and gay and 
pleasant as spring time, with smiles beaming pleasure as their play- 
ful conversation circled round, suddenly changed by the entrance 
of Tea, into so many personifications of censorious gravity and 
carping cilumny. Tea—to pronounce the cursed word, causes the 
mouth to be stretched, and the corners to be drawn down, till the 
face assumes a most hateful expression. When did Coffee-drinker 
cut up a neighbour’s reputation ? When did old maid love coffee? 
Maidens who desire to be married, drink coffee; for it will so} 
sweeten your dispositions, that all who know you, will fall in love | 
with you. The Chinese drink tea, and are cheats and cowards: | 
the Turks drink coffve, and are bold and honest. All our wits and 
poets have been lovers of coffee: Addison, Pope, ‘cum multis 
aliis,” not unknown to song, loved coffee. Who does not love to 
call up in imagination the days when wit was a coffee-household 
thing, and the ingredient of every cup was a bon-mot. When does 
beauty appear most graceful? presiding at the tea equipage, or 
when distributing smiles and coffee around ? Look at the tea-table ; 
there is the tea-pot in the midst, clumsy and globose, like a fat and 
greasy Alderman; the lady takes it up: she is a lady no longer— 
behold the protruded elbow of the lifted arm with difficulty held up, 
while straining effort is visible in her flushed cheeks and puckered 
lips. Now consider the coffee-service—how graceful is the pyramid 
of the coffee-pot, ‘smal! by degrees, and beautifully less ’"—with 
slight exertion, such as beauty never need fear to use, is the vessel 
tilted so as to pour from its bounteous nozzle the brown and balmy 
fragrance—let there be sugar-candy and cream added—and then, 





« ‘ © 
A correspondent, who favors us with his name, exonerates a former 
correspondent from this charge ; and reiterates in even stronger terms the 





m-rits of the Coffee-house, in Dean street, 





do thou, whom Providence hath gifted with knowledge to enjoy 
the good things this world affords, quietly sip it so as to allow the 
flavour to glide along the palate slowly—have time to taste it: then 
will there be such unspeakable serenity of delightful happiness 
unfolded over thy countenance, that were Philo-Tcha to behold 
thee, he would be so shrivelled and attenuated by tea-begotten 
envy, that one of his favourite pound canisters might be his coffin. 
But coffee-drinkers have no superabundance of bile; we overflow 
with compassion and goodwill for all: therefore, O Philo Tcha! turn 
thee from the wrong path, and be converted unto coffee: poor 
erring mortal, be not deaf to the voice of experience; drink not 
the draught of envy and malice, but let coffee give thee delight. 
ECP. 


GLANCES AT NEW BOOKS. 





The Lives of the Most Eminent British Painters, Sculptors, and 
Architects. By Allan Cunningham Vol.V. (Family Library, 
No. XXVI1) Murray. 1832. pp. 312. 

[Concluded.] 


| Coptey.—The life of this eminent painter was not distinguished by 


anything very peculiar. There is some uncertainty as to the place 
of his birth, but it is believed that he was a native of America. He 
began his studies early; came to London when he was little above 
thirty years of age; left there after a short residence, for Rome ; 
returned to London the year following, and continued to reside 
there, gradually adding to his fame and fortune, until his death, 
which took place in 1815, at the age of 78. 

We shall give an extract which enters, without much ceremony, 
into personal peculiarities, premising, that as the portrait is drawn 
by an unfavourable hand, charity requires considerable deductions 
to be made from whatever in it is to the disadvantage of Copley :— 


‘In London,’ says Mr Cunningham, ‘ he found few friends, and 
many counsellors; and left it for Rome, August 26, 1774. It was 
his misfortune to choose for his companion an artist of the name of 
Carter; a captious, cross-grained, and self-conceited person, who 
kept a regular journal of his tour, in which he remorselessly set 
down the smallest trifle that could bear a construction unfavourable 
to the American’s character. A few specimens may amuse the 
reader, e. g.—‘ This companion of mine is rather a singular charac- 
ter; he seems happy at taking things at the wrong end; and 
laboured near an hour to prove that a huckaback towel was 
softer than a Barcelona silk handkerchief.” ..... “ My agree- 
able companion suspects he has got cold upon his lungs. He is 
now setting by a fire, the heat of which makes me very faint ; 


'a silk handkerchief about his -head, and a white pocket one 


about his neck, applying fresh fuel, and complaining that the 
wood of this country don’t give half the heat that the wood 
of America does ; and has just finished a long-winded discourse 
upon the merits of an American wood-fire, in preference to 
one of our coal, He has never asked me yet, and we have been 
up an hour, how I do, or how I have passed the night: ’tis an 
enguging creature. ..... ” There is nothing that he is not master 
of. On asking him to day what they called that weed in America, 
pointing to some fern; he said he knew it very well; there was a 
deal of it in America, but he had never heard of its name.” .. . . 
“ My companion is solacing himself, that if they go on in America 
for an hundred years to come, as they have for a hundred and fifty 
years past, they shall have an independent government : the woods 
shall be cleared, and lying in the same latitude, they shall have the 
same air as in the south of France; art would then be encouraged 
there, and great artists would arise.’ These ill-matched fellow- 
voyagers soon after their arrival at Rome, separated ; and Carter 
closes with the following kind description of Copley, as he appeared 
on the road in his travelling trim :—“ He had on one of those white 
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French bonnets, which, turned on one side, admit of being pulled 
over the ears: under this was a yellow and red silk handkerchief, 
with a large Catherine wheel flambeaued upon it, such as may be 
seen upon the necks of those delicate ladies who cry Malton oysters : 
this flowed half way down his back. He wore a red-brown, or 
rather cinnamon, great coat, with a friar’s cape, and worsted binding 
of a yellowish white: it hung near his heels, out of which peeped 
his boots: under his arm he carried the sword which he bought in 
Paris, and a hiccory stick with an ivory head. Joined to this dress, 
he was very thin, pale, a little pock-marked, prominent eye-brows, 
small eyes, which, after fatigue, seemed a day’s march in his 
head.” 

‘ Copley, in speaking afterwards of this bore, said “ he was a sort 
of snail, which crawled over a man in his sleep, and left its slime 


and no more.’’’ 


Mr Cunningham’s own account of Copley, places him in a more 
agreeable point of view :— 


‘ Those,’ says he, ‘ who desire to know the modes of study, the 
peculiar habits, the feelings and opinion, liking and dislikings of 
Copley, cannot I fear be gratified. No one lives who could tell us 
of his early days, when the boy on the wild shores of America, 
achieved works of surpassing beauty; he is but remembered in his 
declining years, when the world had sobered down his mood, and 
the exstacy of the blood was departed. He has been represented 
to me by some as a peevish, and peremptory man, while others des- 
cribe him as mild and unassuming. Man has many moods, and they 
have all, I doubt, not spoken the truth of their impressions. I can 
depend more on the authority, which says he was fond of books, 
a lover of history, and well acquainted with poetry, especially the | 
divine works of Milton. These he preferred to exercise either on 
foot or horseback, when labour at the easel was over—and this 
bookish turn has been talked of as injurious to his health; but no 
one has much right to complain of shortness of years, who lives to 
see out three score and eighteen.’—P 184, 185. 


The remaining lives are of Mortimer, Raeburn, Hoppner, Owen, 
Harlow, and Bonington, from which we shall perhaps glean a few 
anecdotes, at another time. The volume is embellished with por- 
traits of Raeburn, Romney, Copley, Hoppner, and Owen, That of 
Sir H. Raeburn, is the best engraving—in the portrait of Copley 
we recognise a resemblance to his son, the present Lord Lyndhurst 


THE YOUNGER SON, 


tS 


There is nerve in the arm that is roused by his wrong, 
The heart they would crush, to itself will be true ; 
There’s a power in his mind, there’s a voice in his song, 

And a spell in his soul, that they cannot subdue. 


W. LR, 
PHILHARMONIC SOCIETY. 
FIRST CONCERT, MONDAY, FEBRUARY 27. 
ACT I. 
Sinfonia, No. 1 ‘ . ‘i - Mezart, 


Scena, Mrs Woop, ‘ Sento mancarmi |’anima’ - Mayer. 
Concerto, Piano‘orte, Mr Joun Fietp, of St Peters- 
burgh , ‘ . Field. 
Duetto, Mrs Weop and Signor Wiyter, ‘ Sei gid 
sposa’ (La Donna del Lago) 
Overture, Beherrscher der Geister 


. - Rossini. 


* - C.M. von Weber, 


ACT Il. 
Sinfonia, No. 4 ji ‘ ‘ - Beethoven. 
Aria, Signor Marranr, ‘ Eccomi a voi’ . - Donizetti, 
Concerto, Violin, M. Bourer . Bohrer. 


Cavatina, Signor Winter, ‘ Che vidi! amici’ (Zel- 
mira) ‘ ‘ ° ‘ 


. Rossini. 
Overture, Les Abencerages 


° ‘ « Cherubini. 
Leader, Mr F. Cramer.—Conductor, Mr Cramer. 

Ir the Directors of the Philharmonic Society have the power of 
appointing who shall sing at their concerts, it is to be presumed 
that they also have the power of appointing what those persons shall 
sing. We are constantly hearing of the caprice of singers, and we 
know from experience that their caprice rises in the exact ratio of 
their ignorance: such a body as the Philharmonic Society, however, 
should not be at the mercy of either of these evils. At its first 
enrolment, the intention was to establish a society for the members 
of the profession, where they could hear performed the best instru- 
mental music; the admittance of vocal performance was an after- 
regulation, and, in a degree, an infringement of the original institu- 
tion: so long, however, as sterling vocal compositions are inter- 
spersed with the instrumental, there can be no objection to the 
arrangement: but, as subscribers, we should distinctly say (and we 
venture to assert that the majority of last Monday evening’s audi- 
ence would join us) that it would be far more agreeable tu have four 
additional instrumental compositions performed, than the contemp- 

















* What was “smiled” at in my brother, was “criminal” in me; they drove me 
from home, and then reproached me for leaving it.’—!xtract from a Letter. 


Tuey said he was reckless, and heartless, and gay, 
Tyo prone to offend—yet too proud to atone ; 
They saw him in pride dash the tear-drop away,— 


| 


They saw not that wretch in his chamber alone. 


The threshold of home had grown cold to his feet, 
The smiles that once lit it—no longer were there ; 


They saw him unbending those cold glances meet— 
They saw not the boy in his lonely despair. | 


They number’d each folly, and call’d it a crime ; 
They heap’d up the measure of guilt on his head ; 
They mark’d his wild laugh as he guitted his clime— | 
They knew not the tears thatin secret he shed. 
Far, far, went the rover, and many could tell, 
* How he barter’d his name for a rabble’s applause, 
That to fame’s brightest honor he’d long bid farewell.’ 
They spoke of all this, but they told not the cause. 


In vain might he struggle affection to win, 


tible stuff with which our patience was assailed upon the occasion 
in question. There were both bad music and bad singing:—to a 
certain extent we except Mrs Wood from this judgment, though 
she was too florid, and ovestraining after vulgar effect by alterna- 
tions of vehemence and inaudible whisperings. As for Signors 
Winter and Mariani, their whole performance was one series of 
shouting—the entertainment was converted into a ‘ concert and 
barl.’ If these gentlemen are unacquainted with the vocal compo- 
sitions of Gluck, or Haydn, or Mozart, or Cimarosa, or Beethoven, 
or Spohr, Cherubini, or Hummel! (which we think highly probable) 
and can sing nothing but the tatterdemalion stuff of the Rossini 
school, they ought not to have been allowed to enter that room. 
We perceive, and with real satisfaction, that that class of music is 
beginning to find its level, for it was received with marked reserve. 
It is not mere quality of voice that we want to hear at these con- 
certs, but good music and good singing ; and in both requisites we 
were more than disappointed, for both were offensive. 

Let us turn to the instrumental selection; which we do with posi- 


| tive relief, for it was excellent.—Mozart’s symphony in D, (of 
| which there are two) was most admirably performed. Comparing 


it with his others, we do not feel that enthusiasm of delight; yet, 
if he had written no other, what should we not have thought of it! 
The Allegro finale would have been capital enough to have estab- 
| lished the reputation of any composer. 

| Mr John Field isa player in the Hummel school, and a composer 
| in his own. His mechanism is so exquisitely even and delicate, 
| 


: ; . that even in passages of amazing difficulty and rapidity, it is impos- 
Was he meek—’twas a veil—was be kind—’twas for gain ; | 7 . ' " 


His courage was rashness—Ais madness was sin— 
His virtue was weakness—his charity vain. 


They made him the wretch that he is, and they spurn 

The wretch they have made; but ah! let them beware ; 
There’s a smouldering fire that may wake, that may burn: 
There’s a strength that may struggle, the strength of despair. 


. 


| sible to detect any difference in cither hand as to the precision and 

firmness of its execution, Ie combines all the requisites of a first- 
rate performer ; power, volubility, precision both in touch and time, 
ease, elegance, and refined delicacy. Several of his turns and graces 
| reminded us of Mr John Cramer, and both were pupils of the same 


| great master—Clementi. 
| £ 


As a musician, he must be highly appre- 
| ciated by all good judges, for he is original and graceful in style, 


The slow movement in the Concerto he 


and perfectly classical. 
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rmed upon the present occasion (in A three sharps) is a 
remarkably beautiful one, and it was estimated according to its 
deserts, for it was universally encored. In short, both his class of 
music and his style of playing, are the total reverse of the Herz 
school, and a higher compliment it would be difficult to pay them. 
Le is a genius of whom we may justly feel proud. 

Weber’s overture contains some agreeable effects for the wind 
instruments, and a charming slow movement of a few bars ; but as 
a whole composition, it appears to us obstreperous without reason. 

The 4th symphony of Beethoven is the one containing that divine 
adagio, (prayer-like in character), which commences with a single 
pizzicato note of the stringed instruments followed by a holding note 
of the horns. This piece also was played to perfection, and at the 
close of the finale allegro, Dragonetti led off the point with an 
astonishing spirit. His playing indeed throughout, was, as it always 
is to us, a source of wonder and delight. Paganini—miracle as he 
is, does not perform more extraordinary things than he. 

Monsieur Bohrer is a violinist of the De Beriot school, wanting 
only the fire and power of that fine player. His forte appears to 
be, rapid and delicate execution, pure intonation, grace and tender- 
ness. His concerto displays considerable merit, but, as its sole 
jutention was evidently directed to the accomplishing of the most 
difficult passages on the instrument, it wanted (at least to our taste) 
a little of the union of rational composition. 

As we did not choose to hear any more of Signor Rossini’s 
music, we left the room immediately after the above performance. | 
We have heard since that it went off with scarcely a single hand | 
Signor Winter had better have learned something worth listening | 
to, and have sung it like a rational creature. 
to ‘Les Abencerages,’ is not one of his best. 











Cherubini’s overture 





———— — —_=_— —— 


THE PLAY-GOER. 





Krxe’s THeatre. 
More ‘ Novelty’ from Mr Monck Mason! Mercadante’s ‘ Elisa 


% Claudio,’ was performed last night. Signor Mariani was fre- 
quently flat: in Madame de Meric we see no occasion to alter the 
opinion we first entertained both of her voice and style; they are 
pure and well cultivated. The prevailing character of the opera 
itself, is the very sublime of common-place. On Saturday, perad- 
venture, we shall have that triumph of trumpery, the ‘Donna del 


Lago.’—‘ Sic transit gloria Prospecttis !’ 





OvymPic. 
We may dispense with any lengthened account of the new piece, 
called My Eleventh Day, as, though the author is not without his 
merit in it, Madame Vestris and Liston may fairly be assigned the 
larger share in its success. See before you Madame Vestris, as a 
young bride, arrayed in all the fascination which a light heart, | 
rolling eyes, and a merry face, can bestow upon her; singing and | 
dancing, toujours gai, and diffusing animation all around her; and 
then look at her side, and see Liston, just stepped out of single | 
blessedness, and becomes her husband ; feeling the misgivings which | 
his friends tefl him, are but natural after the éold action he has | 
committed ; hear him haggling with time about a few odd days, and | 
calling himself thirty-nine, because he is yet three weeks short of | 
forty. Imagine you see him deprecating the superfluous gaiety of | 
his young bride, his grave face looking suspicious of more than meets 





e . ~ . . | 
his ear, his forced relaxation of countenance, intended to shew peo- | 
ple he does not mind it, his sudden resumption of gravity, when he 


sees the laughable effects of his own assumed composure: imagine | 
all this, and you will enter more fully into the merits of the piece, | 
than we could enable you by any detail of the plot. The looks of | 
Mr and Mrs Long Singleton, ave the staple of the piece, and the 

printer has not the requisite types to set them up. Most assuredly, | 
wherever they can be found, they must be all capitals. In short, | 
the wife is young and pretty, the husband middle-aged, he plays the | 
caricature of Othello, loses his handkerchief, finds it in the posses- 
sion of her favourite cousin ; she sees the matter getting ridiculons | 
and troublesome, cures him, by making him for a time worse ; pre- 

tends to be in love with her cousin, to run away also with a J/r | 
Lavender Rose, whom she personates, and sees her husband in tiat | 


disguise, mystifies him in a variety of ways, and at last relieves him 
of his jealousy, by showing him it is built upon nothing. The 
author has well written up to the talents of the performers, and 
they make him a good return. It was unequivocally successful. 
Mr Haynes Bayley is said to be the author. 





New Strranp THEATRE. 


A New burletta called the Automaton,"was brought out at this 
theatre on Monday night, with but moderate success. The main 
incidents, as usual, turn upon the mutual passion of a young lady 
and gentleman, the ‘smooth course’ of whose loves is obstructed 
by an impediment in the person of an old driveller of a guardian, 
Weatherwise (Mr Strickland), who is anxious to secure the lovely 
prize, his ward to himself. All the ingenuity of that most fertile of 
geniuses in love-expedients, the lady’s-maid, is exhausted in vain 
attempts to procure an interview between the lovers; for Cerberus, 
in the shape of a knowing Yorkshire servant (Rayner), guards the 
wicket, and will neither suffer the lady to pass out, or the lover to 
pass in. In this forlorn state of affairs, Frederick (Mr C. Bland), 
meets with his old acquaintance Tom Trap (Mr Forester), a poor 
actor, in the last stage of strolling indigence, who is impawned by 
his drunken landlord, for a score which he is unable to discharge. 
Trap readily falls in with the scheme of his friend to outwit the old 


_ guardian—(who, it must be premised, is a great enthusiast in every 


species of mechanical invention)—by personating, and introducing 
himself as a learned German Doctor—of unpronuoncible name— 
who has an automaton, the wonders of which he wishes to exhibit 
to him. The old gudgeon greedily bites at the bait thus prepared. 
Accordingly, the pretended automaton (Mr C. Bland), and a stuffed 
figure to match are brought to the house, and alternately placed on 
a pedestal, and played off as occasion may require, through the con- 
nivance of the ladies, aided by that very convenient stage-append- 
age, a large side-closet. The old guardian is thrown into ecstacies 
by the mechanical ingenuity of the mock automaton (which, more- 
over, happily embodies a favorite theory of his own, that man is a 
mere machine, which will go for ever—if you can but discover the 
key wherewith to wind him up.) In the height of his admiration, 
however, venturing too narrowly to inspect the mechanism of the 
mock automaton, the old man receives a tremendous left-handed 
cuff, which lays him prostrate: his friend the Doctor, however, 
satisfactorily explains the mattter, by telling him that ‘ the spring 
is down,’ and warns him from approaching too near in future. But 
let us hasten to the denouement. The romantic young lady pretends 
to have fallen in love with the automaton; and Weatherwise is 
advised by his new friend the Doctor, for whom of course he has 
an immense reverence, that the best way to dispel the young lady’s 


| delusion, is ‘to humour her,’ and give his consent—his eritten con- 
’ > 


sent—to her marriage with the automaton. This the old dotard 
readily agrees to, exclaiming with a chuckle, ‘ What a droll story 
this will be to tell when we are married! The consent is no sooner 
written, than the tables are turned upon the old man: the automaton 
leaps from his pedestal, and claims his bride, to the consternation 
of all parties except the conspirators, and everything ends as it 
should do, in the marriage of the young party, and the forgiveness 
of the old one. There was a good scene between Rayner and Mrs 
Parker, as the two servants, the latter of whom is beguiled of a kiss 
by the cunning Yorkshireman, under pretence of giving up the key. 
Mr Forester kept up the learned doctor very well. Miss Ferguson 
looked pretty and interesting—all that was required of her; and 
Mr Bland is—a lively hand at an Automaton, 


TO OUR READERS AND CORRESPONDENTS, 
To-morrow, the first part of a letter from Juntus Repivivus, in defence 


of Prince Puckier Muscav, against the aspersions of the Times, 


a1 


Mlaricna engnires whether * Mr Macready in his performance of Richard, 
omits the speech beginning, ‘* Perdition catch thy arm,” and dies immedi- 
ately upon falling.’ Perhaps some of our readers can oblige our fair 
correspondent with an answer. 
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A COLLECTION OF PACETIA, &e. 


J. 

Price only 6s. in silk, with gilt edges, 
CRUIKSHANK’S COMIC ALBUM, 
Vol, I. 

Be a collection of Humourous Tales, with upwards of 

60 Lilustrations. 

« There is enough fun in this elegant little volume to dis- 
pel all the blue devils in christendom.’—Courier. 

* Nor can it fail to draw forth many a hearty laugh from 
both young and old.’—Globe. 

Il. 
CRUIKSHANKE’S COMIC ALBUM, 
Vol. 2. with upwards of 60 Illustrations. 

‘This second volume is, if ible, even more enter- 
taining than its predecessor, uoding in witticisms and 
drolleries. Of the Illustrations we need only say that they 
are in Cruikshank’s very best style, and that it is next to 
impossible to look at them without bursting into an immo- 
derate fit of laughter.’—Chronicle. 

«In this unique little volume will be found an admirable 
burlesque on the ‘ Unknown Tongues, in Cruikshank’'s 
happiest vein; this alone is worth the price of the work.’ 
—Morning Post. 

f 111. 


THE GENTLEMAN IN BLACE. 

A Humourous Story, by one of the Contributors to ‘ Black- 
wood’s Magazine,’ 2nd editioa, price only 7s. 6d. with nu- 
merous I}lustrations, by George Cruikshank. 

* One of the cleverest and most amusing stories we ever 
met with. ‘he Illustrations are inimitable.'—Lit. Gaz. 

IV. 
FACETIE. 

A Collection of Jeux d’Esprit, with 120 Illustrations, by 
Robert Cruikshank. Price only 12s. 

*A complete Encyclopedia of fun and humour.’—0Ob- 


server. 
WILLIAM KIDD, 228 Regent street, and JAMES GIL- 
BERT, 51 Paternoster row. 








Wipow’s Revence.—We learn from the 
Herald, that this excellent piece is attributed 
to Mr Howard Payne. 


Mr Price, vate Lessee or Drury Lane 
Tueatre.—We have great pleasure in copying 
the following paragraph from the Odserver of 
last Sunday, and recommending the example to 
the imitation of others—The bankruptcy of 
Mr Price, instead of exciting commiseration, 
was magnified by certain of his creditors into a 
crime, and they wefe not unsparing in their 
invectives against him, as a man of honest 
principles; but Mr Price has ‘ showed the 
rogues they lied,’ for, though armed with the 
Lord Chancellor’s certificate, he, immediately 
on his arrival last week from New York (in 
23 days), discharged every debt, amounting to 
several thousand pounds. Mr Cooper, of 
Drury Lane Theatre, has received, (no doubt 
with considerable delight) 1,000/., from Mr 
Price. 

— In the Austrian States, which, without 
including Transylvania and Hungary, contain a 
population of 22,372,756 souls, there have been 
1,993,522 children who have yearly received 
the benefit of elementary instruction. Jn the 
gymnasia, or schools for the more advanced 
classes, there have been 28,963 pupils.— French 
paper. 

A Suarp-Riddle—Intended as a raiser for 
drooping spirits :— 

Why should Mr Knight, the inventor of the 
celebrated metallic razor sharpener, be sent 
out to China as a mediator betwixt the East 
India Company, and the Government of that 
Empire ? 

ANSWER. 

Because he understands Chin-ese (ease) 

P. H. 





NEW STRAND THEATRE. 


The Musical Comedietta, called 
False and Constant. 
Constance. . - Mrs Waylett 
Arabella ° - « Miss Cleaver 
Atthe end of the Comedietta, the Infant Prodigy, 
Master Hughes, will perform on the Harp. 





To which will be added, a Comic Burletta, entitled 
The Four Sisters. 
Garoline Merton, Diana, Eugenia, 
and Eten, : - Mrs Waylett 


To conclude with a New Farcical Burletta, called 


The Automaton. 
Sophia ° 2 - Miss Ferguson 
Stephed ; . Mr Rayner 








[THWEATRICALS FOR THIS EVENING. 


Time at which the Performances Commence —At Drury-lane—Covent-Garden—Olym 


—Adelphi— 
New Strand 


DRURY LANE. 


Mr D. Jerrotp’s Domestic Drama, entitled 


The Rent Day. 





In the course of which will be realized the subjects | 
of the popular Engravings after Wilkie ;—viz. | Isabel 


* The Rent Day,’ and § Distraining for Rent.’ 
Rachel Heywood . Miss Phillips 


Polly Briggs . - «+ Mis Humby 
Grantley. : - Mr Brindal 
Old Crumbs, ° r Younge 
Martin Heywood . + Mr Wallack 
Toby Heywood - «+ MrCooper 
Bullfrog =. ° - Mr Harley 
Silver Jack . » MrH. Wallack 
Hyssop. - - Mr Bedford 
Beanstalk . - «+ Mr Hnghes 
Stephen. . - Mr Salter 
Buily . ‘ - « Mr Hatton 


To conclude with a New Grand Romantic Opera, 
entitled 


The Demon! or, the 
Mystic Branch, 


Prince of Grenada . 
The Phantom Prince . 
Reimbaut . ° 
Alberti and Hubert 


Mr Howell 
Mr Bartlett 
. Mr Templeton 
Mr Bedford and Mr Yarnold 


Isabella : Miss Fanny Ayton 
Alice . é . «+ Mrs Wood 

Abbess of St Rosalie Mile Baseke 
Clarice a = - Miss Faucit 
Robert ‘ - «» Mr Wood 

His Equerry ‘ « Mr Cooke 

Bertram . - . MrH. Phillips 
King of Sicily : - Mr Hatton 

His Chamberlain « «. MrFenton 





To-morrow, Macbeth ; Charles the Twelfth. 
Friday. The School for Scandal ; and The Brigand. 
Saturday, The Rent Day ; and The Demon. 
Monday, The Rent Day ; and The Demon. 





ADELPHI. 


Mr Buckstone’s Burletta, called 
Victorine. 
The Characters by Mrs Yates, Mrs Fitzwilliam, 
Mrs Daly. Messrs Yates, J. Reeve, Hemmings, 
Buckstone, and O, Smith. 


To conclude with a Burletta, entitled 


The Devil’s Son. 


Isabella a Miss Daly 
Pauline ‘ - « Mrs Fitzwilliam 
Robert . - « MrHemmings 
Bertram ‘ “ . Mr Yates 
Raimbant ; - « MrJ. Reeve 
Prince of Grenada . . Mr V. Webster 





SURREY. 


For the Benefit of Mr C. Hill. 
The Fourth Act of Suakspeane’s Play of 





The Merchant of Venice. 
Portia ‘ - Mrs W. West 
Shylock - « MrCobham 
The Third Act of Suaksrgane’s Tragedy of 
Hamlet. 

Ophelia. a Miss Somerville 
Hamlet ‘i ° Mr Elton 

The Fourth Act of the Play of 

Virginius. 

Virginia . - « Miss Vincent 


Virginius ° Mr Osbaldiston 
After which, a Musical Pasticcio, entitled 
Calliope’s Vision. 

To which will be added, a Ngv Farce, called 


Castles in the Air. 
Ellen : . - Miss Campbell 
The Hon. Keppell Transit . Mr C. Hill 


To conciude with 
Tom and Jerry. 


Corinthian Kate . . MrsC. Hill 

Sue = Miss Vincent 
Jane A ‘ Miss Somerville 
Jerry Hawthorn - . Mr Edwin 

Tom . ‘ . Mr. Hill 
Logic . 


. Mr Vale 








: ic—City—7 0’ Clock.—Queen’ 
arter before Seven.—Surrey—Sadler’s Wells—Hail/-past a--i we eh. Six . 
tre— Quarter before Seven.—— The doors are opened half an hour before ste 





' the time of Commencing, 
COVENT GARDEN. 


| 

| A New Grand Romantic Opera, called 
| The Fiend-Father; 

| 





or, 
Robert of Normandy, 
. ’ - Miss Shirreff 

| Alice * « « Miss Inverarity 

| Helen ° ‘ + Mrs Vedy 

| Robert * . « Mr Braham 
Bertram. . - Mr Reynoldson 

| Arnaud - «+ Mr Keeley 

| Albert ‘ ‘ - Mr Durvset 
Bruno - >» «+ Mr Henry 
Paulo . ‘ - Mr Hodges 
King of Sicily . - Mr Diddear 
Spirit of Fire + « Mr Payne 
Demon Herald " M: Irwin 
Allan . . - « Mr Holl 
Chamberlain to the Princess Mr J. Cooper 
High Priest : Mr Morley 


To conclade with SuakeprarRe’s Comedy of 


Katharine and Petruchio. 





Katharine . ‘ - Miss E. Tree 
Curtis . ° - «+ Mrs Daly 
Bianca rn - Miss Horton 
Petruchio z . MrC. Kemble 
Baptista. - Mr Evaus 
Hortensio ° . MrHoll 
Music-master > - Mi: Payne 

| Grumio ‘ MrS Bennett 

| Biondello 7 Mr Baker 

| Pedro . , Mr Addison 

Mr Meadows 


| Taylor. . 

— 

The New Grand Opera will be repeated every Even- 
ing until further Notice. 

To-morrow, St David's Day. 

Friday, The Married Lovers. 

Saturday, The Highland Reel. 

Monday, The Blind Boy. 


ROYAL OLYMPIC. 


Mr H. Payne’s New Burletta, entitled 
Woman’s Revenge. 











Sophia Dillon - «+ Miss A. Crawford 
Miss Flashington . Mrs Glover 
Farmer Gregory : Mr W. Vining 
Fag Mr J. Vining 


After which, an entirely New Burletta, called 


My Eleventh Day. 
Mrs Long Singleton - Madame Vestris 
Frillet - « Miss Stuart 
Serge : F « Mr Cooper 
Frederick Nugent . «+ MrJ. Vining 
Mr Long Singleton . Mr Listou 


To which will be added, Mr C. Dance’s Burletta, of 
He’s Not A-miss:! 

Mrs Prettyman - Mrs Glover 

Mrs Charles Aldgate . . Miss Fitzwaiter 

Frederick Fitzailan - Mr J. Vining 

Gunn * - « MrBland 

Price Prettyman. - Mr Lision 

| To conclude with the Burlesque Burletta, by Messrs 

Pvancue and C, Dance, of 


Olympic Devils! 











Orpheus - Madame Vestris 
Eurydice ° - Miss Forde 
Proserpine . » Miss Fitzwalter 
Pluto . : - «+ MrJ. Bland 











QUEEN’S. 
A New Drama, from the popular Novel of 
Bugene Aram. 
| The Characters by Miss Dix, MrsT. Hill, Mr Bed- 
| ford, Mr W. Williams, Mr Smith, Mr Attwood, 
| Mr Dillon, and Mr Norton. 
After which, a Comedietta, entitled 
Matrimony. 


The Characters by Mrs V. Hill, Miss H. Brothers. 
Mr Bedford, Mr Porteus, aud Mr Hooper. 





| To which will be added.a Novel Exhibition, entitled 
| The Shakspeare Gallery- 
| 


To conclude with a Serio-Comic Drama, called 


‘The Spectre of the Wreck. 


| Lelia de Sarsfield Mrs T. Hill 
Mrs O'Sullivan . « Mrs Russell 
Kathleen . 


Miss Ayres 
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